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"| swear ‘eads are gonna fly if somebody doesn't spill it in this instant." Joe growled as he banged into the 


dressing-room, wearing nothing but his briefs. 

"What's the matter, Joe?" Sav asked, suppressing a grin. 

"| got knicked off, that's the matter." His hands were on his hips, damp chest rising and expression stern. 
This was gonna be fun. 


‘Oh, you mean your clothes?" Phil slipped in, passing him by on his way to the corner basket. "| didn't even 


notice it." 
He chuckled as Joe slapped him on the back of his head. "I'm not you, Collen" 


Phil snorted and picked up a fistful of dried peanuts from the bowl on the mirror desk, crunching loudly. 


"We've all feen our shawe of your gun an’ arfiwery.’ 
Steve winced and wiped his face with a grimace, looking up at his mate from the couch. "Phil." 
"Forry," Phil mumbled. 


Joe scoffed as he heard Rick giggle from his place on the couch headrest, but his gaze wasn't directed at Phil, 
but Joe. 


"What the ‘ell are you ranting on about?" 
The four men exchanged glances between themselves briefly. 


"Er, Joe." Sav began but Phil interrupted him, gulping unceremoniously all the content from his mouth, then 


grimacing as the crunches scratched his throat: 
"| dont think there's anyone who even brushed up against the band that's not familiar with the Python" 
"The.." Joe scoffed, then his eyes widened slightly. "What?" 

Faint giggles scattered across the room and Joe glared at Sav who was the closest one from the group. 
"Oh come on, mate, you're not playing that one, are you?" Phil tilted his head briefly. 

"Yeah, don't try to hide your Python from us," Rick added, and then burst into laughter. 


"Oh that sounded wrong, mate." Steve coughed out, fist-bumping with the drummer, both of them snickering 


like clowns. 

"Yeah, no, belay that,” Rick shook his head. "I don't need to see the Python" 
"Again" He and Steve said in unison, and then started laughing again. 
"Bugger off, all of you." Joe growled. "And give me my bloody clothes back!" 
"But, Joe." Sav looked around at his mates. "We can't.” 


The four men shook their heads at the same time. 


"lim counting to five." Joe cocked a hip and extended a forearm, thumb pointing outwards. 


His bandmates exchanged brief glances. They knew it wasn't a wise thing, testing Joe's limits, but giving in 
would seem like a wasted opportunity for a good laugh. 


‘I'm sorry, Joe." Sav said, still straddling the chair he'd been comfortable on from the beginning. 
Wise choice. Send Sav to negotiate, maybe even tame him. Well not this time. 


"Tell you what. Before | count down, let's play a game." Joe said with a smug and yet serious expression on his 
face. "Who spills the rubbish now, won't get his arse kicked. How's that?" 


"Er, Joe, mate.. How do you plan to take us all?" Phil asked, crossing his arms. "There's only one.. of you." 
Joe smirked. "Don't you worry about that, Collen So? Who's the lucky one?" 

Phil looked around the room, scowling. "Who bids for the Python? You, sir, in the back.. Yes, with the monocle." 
The rest of the boys started laughing but stopped when Joe smacked Phil on the head again 

"One." He slowly pronounced. 

Glances flew in between the men. 

"Two." 

Joe's eyes were slowly raking over the four forms in the room. 

"Three" 

Rick scratched his nose, smiling and scowling at the same time. 

"Four" 

Sav wiggled a bit on his chair. 

"Five" 

As nobody raised a hand or started speaking, Joe's expression turned stern again. 


"Fine." 


He grabbed Sav's wrist and yanked him upwards from the chair, knocking it to the floor on the way. 

"Whoa, Joe.. What are you--?" 

Joe shrugged and pulled him to the nearest wall, turning him to face it. "I told you | wanted my clothes back." 
He pressed him against it with his hips while he worked to pull his tank top over his head. 


"Ey, Joe, if you wanted to shag Sav, you could've just said so, we would've made ourselves scarce." Phil began, 


and the other two men mumbled their agreement, laughing quietly. 
Joe shot them a glare and continued peeling Sav's clothes off his torso and the wild mane on his head. 
"Joe.. stop that." Sav fought to stifle a giggle at his friend's foolishness, but didn't struggle to get free. 


"old on, Joe, we don't need to see that." Phil stepped toward the door, waving his hand for Steve and Rick to 
follow him, but Joe growled at them. 


"Nobody's going anywhere." 
The three men stopped in mid-stride, blinking at him. 


Really, they could've gotten away, Joe was too busy with Sav anyway, and why the bloody hell were they still 
standing obediently? 


Joe turned his attention back to Sav, who was looking slightly uncomfortable at this point, faint pink circles 


glowing on his cheekbones. 
"Joe--" 
"Not a word, Savage." 


He shut his mouth, and Joe tossed the newly acquired t-shirt to the nearest coat-hanger, proceeding to wrap 


his arms around Sav's hips and unzip his jeans. 

Panic coloured the bassist's face. "Joe--" 

"Shut it, Sav." 

He grabbed the edges of the jeans and yanked down, forcing Sav to step out of them after some hurried 


protesting. Ignoring the whistles and groans coming from his bandmates, Joe smacked Sav's bare arse and 


turned around with fresh-acquired possessions, raising his eyebrows. 


"Who's next?" 
The three men had the just-swallowed-a-bug expressions on their faces. 


They began scrambling for exit, bumping into each other like mice, finally aiming for the door.. where now 
stood Joe. 


Arms crossed, clothes in his fist, a smirk on his face. 
"Where to, Phil?" He asked as the guitarist happened to be the closest one. 


"l-- Oh come on, Joe.. You'll never fit in my midget rags." He shook his head, lips twitching and back pressing 
into Steve, who in return rubbed against Rick, all three of them inching backwards. 


"That's why I've got to make a selection If | don't ‘ave the complete picture, ‘ow am | gonna choose?" 
"Look, er.. Alright!" Phil put a hand up. "I'll tell you.. It was Sav! Right, Steve? Sav knicked your clothes!" 


Joe smirked and took a step forward. "Oh very smart, Collen. Blame the one who's already been in the gutter." 


He nodded. "Too bad its not gonna work this time." 
"Joe, mate, come on." The guitarist grinned friendly, feet scrambling back against Steve and Rick. 


Yanking Phil by the wrist, Joe quickly had him bent over the front of the sofa, pulling his pants off. "You'd 


rather walk without them anyway, Phil” He remarked in the guitarists ear before smacking him too. 


Having gotten his hands on another pair of clothes, Joe now stood with two fists full of items hanging out, 


raising his eyebrows at the two remaining men. 


"Who's first?" He asked, looking each one of them over. "Or are you gonna spare yourself some embarrassment 


and hand ‘em over?" 


The boys glanced at each other and then at Phil who sat on the couch, legs and arms crossed; but other than 
that, he didn't seem to be having a hard time sitting there without a single clothing item on. 


Their gazes trailed over to Sav, whose face and chest were flushed pink. He was holding his crotch, blue eyes 
occasionally darting left and right under his wild dirty-blond locks, but mostly staying on the floor. He almost 


seemed to be sulking. 


"Oh, don't mind them." Joe was quick to assure his friends, arms still crossed. "They chose a bad day to walk 


around commando." 


Steve and Rick looked at each other briefly. 


"Here, you can take mine." 
Hands offered t-shirts, pants and socks, pushing them to Joe, who grinned in return, willingly taking his prize. 


Steve and Rick tapped to the couch, covering their groins - not so much out of embarrassment but rather 


unwanted contacts - and flopped down next to Phil, who groaned in protest. 


"Naw, naw, get your nude bums off this couch, | was here first!" He pushed at their arms until Rick snorted in 


frustration and settled on the armrest. 


"| don't want to be near your ugly arse anyway," He retorted, glaring at Steve who still sat on the couch, 


although this time a bit farther from Phil. 


Their bickering was cut off when Steve groaned, gesturing toward Joe, who was pulling on his baggy white 


shirt. 
"Phill" He complained to his friend and grimaced helplessly at the smug singer. 
"This could actually work," Joe raised his head with a smile, adjusting Steve's shirt around the edges. 


"Are you really gonna walk out like that, Joe?" Rick asked, swinging his leg back and forth as it hung from the 


armrest. 


Joe looked at him blankly. "You think l'm an idiot? I've still got to find some bottoms." He explained, picking up 
clothes from the pile on the floor. 


The boys looked at each other, groaning, fisting foreheads and protesting loudly every time Joe picked out an 
item, tried to pull it on one of his long limbs and then tossed it away like a used rubber. 


"Ah!" He exclaimed at some point, lifting Sav's ripped jeans from the huddle and trying to squeeze himself 


inside. 


"Better buy new ones," Phil called out to a grumbling and still a bit blushing Sav. "When he's done with your 
pants, they'll be a group of holes connected by a thread" 


"There!" Joe smiled in satisfaction, his thighs and crotch barely holding in without the material snapping. 
"Joe, you know they'll be split in four by the time you get to the bus." Steve pointed out. 


"That's why I've got these extras." He grinned and picked up the rest of the clothes with some bending 


troubles. 


"What?" Phil stood up, not caring about his state of undress. "Give that back, Elliott, you made your point" 
Joe only grinned, ignoring the protests from the others. "See you on the bus’ 

He was out of the room 

"Hey!" Phil turned to Steve who was still sitting on the couch. “Who licensed him to do that?" 

Steve shrugged and went for his naked thigh, looking down. "Aw! My fags are on ‘im 


Phil was about to reply, but a light bulb flicked in his head and he turned toward Sav, who was crouching 
beside his wall, tying the shoe-laces on his sneaker. 


"Oh look at him.." He mumbled to Steve, and then called out. "Going for a moonlight run, eh Sav?" 

They heard Rick giggling. 

Sav only glared at Phil and continued what he was doing. 

"Bugger off, Collen" 

"Now hold on," Phil pointed a finger up, striding over to him. "This is your fault, innit?" He turned to the other 
two men, and then back to Sav, who was now standing up, wiggling his foot in the shoe, partially turned away 


from Phil. 


"You got us all auditioning for a striptease club ‘ere, just so you could get Joe to cop a feel of your bum, eh 
Sav?" He smirked, and then yelped as Sav banged his free sneaker against his head. 


"Go fuck yourself, Collen." 
"Truth hurts, doesn't it?" Phil grinned, rubbing his scalp but not giving up on the teasing. 
Sav smacked him again. "Less than my shoe, | bet” 


"You lads." Rick interrupted their tossing, glancing over at the toilet door. "Didn't Sav dump be's clothes in the 


loo?" 
ilence Spread aroun e room. 
Silence spread around th 


Six feet toppled over each other as the three men ran to get to the toilet first, yelling and scratching and 
pushing each other on the way. 


"| saw it first--" 


"| have the right to--" 
"Get your paws off me--" 


Sav shook his head with a sigh, and then looked over his nude body. 


Fuck. 


He had some shopping to do. 


